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touch with real humanity, and the
French master was always interest-
ing. There may, howevgr, #8 Bome
Interest for easily satisfied readers
in the “thrills” of this. When the
hero, the yillains, the old milonaire
and an assortment of Chinese and
other retainers settle down to the
business of chasing each other
around the labyrinthine passages of
'he palace, 2,000 feet up, there 1= at
least “something doing.”

The leading villain is not very ef-
ficient except in his death scene.
There he cutdoes himself, as he is
capable of making quite a nice little
speech after he has taken a dose of
prussic aecld. That shows truly as-
tonishing vitality. The rest of the
caste are all stoek characters, But
really some one ought to have ex-
pladned to the author that the lan-
Suage of Tiwnzil is not Spanish,

VIiNE BRACEGIRDLR By Burris Jen-
kins. J. B. Lippincott Company.

HERE is plenty of room for
7 the good, old fashioned, semi-
historieal, swashbuckling ro-
manecs, especially when it is pretty
well done. Mr, Jenkins has already
made something of a pame for him-
self in this field, and should gain a
wider public with this story. This
iime he ventures into the London
and England of the era of William
of Orange—something of a transi-
tional epoch bet%een the Puritan
times and the more settled sedate-
aesg of the later years of that cen-
tury. His local color and atmos-
phere are Jaid on rather thickly, but
they will do well enough, and no one
can take exception to the activity of
his gallants and his theatrical foik
with their army of retainers.

The Bhero bursts obstreperously in-
fo the story on the first puge, swing-
ng a “gnarled and knotted black-
thorn,” with which he joyously
breaks a number of heads in the
attempt to rescue the Bracegirdlc
from what appears to be a riot
“That seta a rapid pacg but the going
continues good right up to the end.
The lady is multifarfously pursued
by kidnapers, suitors, &c.; there !s
a mysterious baby; there is even a
rescue of royalty, and of course the
heroine is unjustly suspected. Equal-
Iy, of course, it ends as all such
vomances should.

Mr, Jenking's style is a little above
the average and has occasionally a
real felicity, It is well adapted to
the needs of such flclion. The
inderlying psychology of the whole,
however, i3 rather that of to-day
than of the date of the story—not
very markedly so, but erough to be
notieeable,

The book has n sound value as a
pieture of the world of the theater
of that period. As Mr. Jenkins ns-
semts in an explanatory note, thers
ia pothing in It that 1s inconsistent
with Jhe recorded history of the
actual Mistress Bracegirdle and the
Drury Lane players, thoogh be has
Aaturally found it necessary to in-
dulge in some rearrangement of his
data. The book gives a picturesque
reproduction of that portion of the
life of the time.

By Selma Lagerlof.
Double-

THE OUTCAST.
Translated by W. Worstar.
ftay, Page & Co.

,‘N these days, when unswerving
[ realism is the dominant note
in fiction, it Is refreshing to
read a movel in which the realistic
ia artistically tempered by the ro-
mantie or even by the unreal. “The
Saga of Gosta Berling,” for which
Selma Lagerlof first won distinction,
ls o skiliful YWend of commonplace
with the legendary and the super-
natural; and those who enjoyed the
a&‘hor's earlier work will be de-
:iu!?tad to find much pof the same
adality in her Iatest utanr, “The
t-ﬂ
fuis novel has, indeed, many real-
wstic elements, wet 1s lifted above
vealiom by its nalve beauty of style,
by #s perception of the grandeur
hidden in simple scenes and simple
wien, and by an Imaginative enthusi-
asm that constantly brings one to
ihe threshold of hidden forces, of

trolls and the shades of the dead

and the unseen gnomes that hold
the reing of human character, In a
vry thera ls something of Haw-

e g

a glamour and the prosaic becomes
Iyrical and fraught with meaning.
The bleak western coast of Swaden
forms the setting for the story, and
tho characters are the simple peas-
ants of the farms and villages.
Among them comes Sven Elversson,
who, like the beroine of *“The Scarlet
Letter,” is marked with the brand of
gin; but bhis offense is a much less
common one than here; it is the
nameless crime of having tasted hu-
man flesh. It does not matter that
the deed was committed in a time of
starvation during an Arctic cruise;
it does not matter that the victim

Selma Lagerlof. ~

had first died by bis own hand—the
tale of Elversson's guilt spreads like
fire, and there are none who are will-
ing to forgive the offender or to
treat him as an cqual. Accordingly,
he walks among them as an outcast

—and n most unusual outeast, in- |
He constantly performs acts |

dead!
of charity, only to be rewarded by
being struck in the face; he con-
stantly wears a sad and resigned
smile, like one that is undergoing
mariyrdom; and wherever he goes
he iz a meassenger of good, as if he
would atone to the Hving for an
outrage committed against the dead.

But the living will not accept his
atonement. Though he behave like
a saint they cannot but despise him
and perhaps feel a superstitious fear |
of him: they.are blinded by preju-

dice because they believe him to be| sife i3 more sacred than death; that | Gone a good

evil; and reason cannot overcome
their emotional antipathy., In this
loathing there iz something of a
feline quality, and the author vividly
impreases its nature upon us by her
deseription of a cat observed by cer-
tain of her characters:

“As they watched it there geemed
to be something uncanny about the
way its limbs moved under the soft
gkin. It was pot only that it moved
go silently, or that its green slits of
eyes, as It looked at them, were so
veiled and without expression. The
thing was hateful because it was g0
smooth and eoft and pleasant Jook-
ing, while all the time it thought of
nothing but stealing and killing,

“And as they looked the cat secmed
to grow and stretch Itself and ex-
pand until it rose so high as to shut
out sight of the wall of hilla. And
as the creature grew It purred and
hummed and made all manner of
playful, casy movements—and the
horror of it increased.

“And they saw that the beast was |

the loathing that had arisen about
thefu—the loathing that was to grow
till it spread over all the plain.”

The loathing does indeed grow and
grow—yet Elversson in the end
emerges triumphant. But before the

climax §s reachied we lose sight of
the protagonist for whole chapters |

and of an ancestral curse that is
lifted in the end as the reward of
altruism. Yet though the supernat-
ural elements are well defined they
are never so definite but thay they
can be atiributed to hallucinations;
and though they have undoubted
meaning their significance is left
wvague and cloudlike, so that one may
éither accept it or attribute it to
one's own Imagination. I'or example,
one of the characters thinks be sces
a decayed old gatepost, buti the next
moment ohserves that it is gone; and
we are not certaln whether it is an
actual gatepost thai has crumbled, or

the man's own “violent, reckless,

savage nature, with its supports of
inherited habit and ingrown pr:;}u-l
dice.”

Whatever be the idea the author |
intends to convey, it !s certain that
at the end of the Look much “in-
grown prejudice™ does erumble. As
the wrack of the world war, dozens
of corpses of drowned seamen are
wnshed up upon the Swoedish coast, 1
{and partly because of them, partly |
| because of the share which Elversson |
tukes In rescuing the bodies from the
waters, partly because in the cloth- |
ing of one is found proof that the
outcast has never touched human!
flesh, the people come to realize how
insidious and how wrong has been the |
loathing that has grown up within |
them. They understand at last that ]

| it is life that deserves their d-\ut.lrm{
and their homage.
0 Elversson the realization comes (o0 |
late—he is already dying, worn out |
by the inocasant strain he has under- |
gone. Yet thoagh the book mais{
with his passing we feel that the |
trozedy has been in his life rather |
than In his death, for with death|
comes triumph—the complete m-{
quest of the obstacles that have beset |
him. As one of the other characters
deseribes it, he has eorme and gone
“gs a sign . . . to show how we
ean find the way out of our misery, |
i not at onee, still within a span of |
time that human thought can ent- |
brace.” '

—— ——— |

THR PRIVET HEDGE
Buckrose. George .
pany,

Tt‘! J. E. Buckrose the "T‘!:rrtt-
I Hedge" surrounding the |
which dwelt Miss

Ethel and Mrs. Bradford is & sym- |

By J. E
Doran Com-

house in

bo! of the old order In England that |

|
was swept away by the social!

changes wrought by the world war.
S0 long
peared to them that something like
prewar

as the hedge stood It ap-

times wouid return, particu- |

| under
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at a time, for the author's method of |larly In the matter of servants who .
story telling 1s that of the saga|“knew (helr place” and did not think |

rathier than of the nnified novel, and | it a part of thelr rightd to go out

Caroline rebelled. Sbhe wanted to be
a business womnan. And her first job
was acting as ticket taker of the
municipal prombnade. But still a
trace of the influence of the old order
clung to Caroline, This took the
form of agreeing to live with Miss
Ethel and do the momning and eve-
ning househald tasks, The privet
hedge was still standing.

But Carvline was posseascd of the]

tion, as the myatery of the “Witch
Man"—and his love idyl—is un-
ravelled among the cur.ous moun-
taincers.  These individoalistic
people, their manners, their cus-
toms, their superstitions are de-
picted with sympathy and under-
standing. . Net $1. 75‘

'I'HEANGELOFTERROR

By IDGAR WALLACE. Author of
“The Four Just Men,”" ' The Daffe-
dil Murder,” etco.

A diverting, entertaining mystery

story by a master of this type of

kind of beauty that appeals to a
masculine man. And that is why

dodfrey Wilson fell in love with her, story who really writes and makes
although he shouldr't, sesing he was || his lbsorbwg s genuine nnvr.ls.
engaged to some o. > else, a some|] “Itt a corking story, read i,"
one of his own. wo .4 and with a the general verdict on mthm"
Waliace writes. Net $1.75

comfortable fortine TLove and
change have their way in this world,
however, and they brought grief and
disaster to"Godfrey’s flancee and to
Miss Ethel and her sister, The prive’
badge was cut down.

This charming tale Is told with a
singular grace, with®quiet bLumor,
with rich observation of character,
bits of what in the art worll are
called “marine painting,” and mov-
ing passion. Miss Ethel and Caro-
line are exquisite studies of charac-
ter, each In her own way pulsing
with human hopes and fears, the
elder woman a symbeol of protest, the
younger of welcoming change. They
are both pathetic, yet they have that
quality of nobility which most of us
strive for and so seldom achieve.
Which is why we are =0 gratified
when we meet it in fiction, mee. it
as it is g0 finely presented to us in
these delightful pages.

The BEST SHORT STORIES
OF 1921

Editod by EDWARD 3. 0°'BRIEN

The Standard Annua! of the Short

Story in America. A landmark in
the literary year. Net $2.00

THE FUTURE of the NOVEL

Cenducted by MEREDITA STARE

An epitome of their views on fic-
tion by the leading English novel-
ists. An invaluable book for all
interested in the art of fiction.

et $2.00
SUCCESS

By the RIGHT BOX. LOED BEAVER-

A book of inspiration and an ex-
planation of what success reall
means and how it may be obtai

Net §1.25
THE MODERN KU KLUX
KLAN

By HENREY F. FRY

The complete case against the K]m
go far as brought to Iiﬁ: from the
inside, the press and

sional investigation. Net

VAN ZANTEN'S HAPPY DAYS. By
Laurids Bruim. Translated by David
Pritchard., Alfred A. Enopf.

8 one might expect, when the |
Scandinavian adventures even
to the sunlit Bouth Beas he

manages to take along with him

SIAI.LIAMRB

something of his northern gloom.
This sketeh—it can hardly be callad
a novel—is, indeed, full of the strong
warm suniight of the troplcs, but it
is a lurid, slormy san, after ail, apd |
it iIs finally quenched in the unmiti-
gated catastrophe of the ‘end. The

Seandinavian is at least a consistent A Vision of Social Justice

By Arthur C. Holden

artist, with the courage of Lis con-

| victions, He Is thorough in his | “His account of the meth-
tragedy—like the negro widow of the oﬂs lndlp‘hlttf !hesettlement
familiar story who demanded b'.:.m-];l! is most complete and

c.iminating. . . . . His resulu
merit the consideration of

clothing, remarking,

“When oh |
mou'ns ah mon'ns!”

Laurids Bruun is evidentiy_on|§ everyone who would accom-
artist of whom it would be worth phsl'l mh'ﬂ"tﬂ*lrdhﬂld
while to know more. This lrs,l‘.q thc nation.” —Robert

idyD is a ltile masterpliece, its color
and richly sensuous quallty apparent l
even through the diluting medium of |
a transiation, As to that, it is mere |
neariy possible to translate from the

A WM;J&MEH
House, Boston.

$2.50 at all bookstores

or from

The Macmillan Company
8486 Filth Ave., New York Cily

than in the eass
Here

without much Jose
of any other group of tonzues.
one feels sure Mr, t

picee of 1

The story has - rBOOKS BOUGHT
xd ":i "“';, "'_'i'}' Sy ‘ ”: ’_1__|:’ Entire Libraries or Slnﬂe Voh
e ok experien rither tbo: wimis. Higheut sk akl B
merely fiction., We are told that Seenabisti -i."lllegl‘l Cash —‘

Bruun has traveled extensively in

and books removed promptly.
the Far East, and it may reasonahb!

be inferred that he is drawing H-u
romantio islands frem some oor- |
cretely  visualised model. Tt hs al -
brilliant and strikingly realistic 1
ture. It is not overidealized. !I‘i
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m action.” —N. Y. Herald

BLACK

GOLD

Albert Payson Terhune

e AT DORAN

prscwssirrTy BOOKS

Our Unconsclous Mmd

AND HOW TO USE IT
By FREDERICK PIERCE, Research Psycholegist

The first practical book by an expert giving men and women a
clear understanding of this tremendous source oi latent po-u-

Applications are explicitly given; to personal
nﬁ to -wk-

the home, to training and educating chx!d.rm. to
ing life, to physical health and mental energy, to

she jogs along 2t a lelsurely pace,

| bringing in much matarial that has

little to do with the eentral theme
We are told much of a certain Mg-
run, a young woman In love with
Flversson and unhappily wedded to a

every unight to cinemas and what not. |
And that is where Caroline camo |
in. For In this tale the old order, as,
personificd by Miss Ethel and Mrs.
Bradford, is eontrasted with the new,
a8 typified by Caroline, This “young

and merchandising.

problems as better organization, new laws of advértising, unhg
Awaited by thousands who have heard the
author’s lectures. Over 300 pages; iz pictur

E. P. DUTTON & CO., 681 Fifth Avenue, New Yeork

egraphs.
$3.00. At any bookstore.
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